Il8                          C^SAR   IS   DEAD

made a mistake and wasted half an hour knocking at the
wrong house, till he counted again and found the house of
his search. The door opened at once, and a sleepy janitor
looked out.

"I must see your mistress. Gytheris. Tell Gytheris I'm
here," said Gallus, pushing his way in. The disgusted slave
stared at the torn and muddied man whose breath stank of
wine.

"She's out," he said, sure that such a visitor would be
unwelcome.

Gallus took him by the throat. "Tell her it's me, Gallus,"
he said ferociously.

The slave disengaged himself and retreated. Help would be
needed to eject this madman. Putting his head round the
hangings on the left, he called, " Gnatho ... Tlepolemus . . ."

Gallus recognised the trick and charged; but the slave
dropped to the floor without waiting to be attacked, and
continued shouting. Other slaves came running down the
passage, and a woman's voice was heard.

Gallus stepped back.    " Cytheris!"

She appeared at the end of the hall. Now that the search
was completed, Gallus suddenly knew that he had no right
to be where he was, that his claim on Gytheris was entirely
one-sided, that he had made himself ridiculous, that he was
in a degraded condition. He turned to run from the house,
but the slaves were upon him, pinioning him roughly.
Gytheris walked up, her face flushing indignantly.

"What is the meaning of this outrage?"

Gallus lowered his head and mumbled. " I'm a fool. I'm
drunk. Forgive me."

She caught him by the chin and forced him to look up.
"Who are you?"

That was the final blow. She did not even remember
him. What was the use of saying anything? Let him be
thrown out as he deserved, and let that be the end of it all.

But Gytheris at last remembered.    He saw recognition
awakening ia her eyes.   "What has happened to you?" she
l "What have you done with yourself since last night? '*
increasing,   "And why have you come